THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"Why don't you write them yourselves?35 I asked,

"Too damn busy/' he replied, ordering two more
drinks from a lady he called Maudie and appeared to
know very well; and then: "Do you happen to be a
Roman Catholic?35

I said "No/3 but I thought I understood what it was
to be one.

"Well/3 he went on, "there was a patient of mine
near here, a Frenchman with a French wife and several
children. They weren't rich and they weren't poor;
they lived in a little villa surrounded by rhododendrons
and laurels; they didn't keep a car but when they wanted
one they hired one. What will you have?35

"It's my turn," I protested, feeling as if I had got
into one of the works of Mr. Ernest Hemingway. When
he was satisfied he resumed, fixing me with an Ancient
Mariner's eye, and waving his glass in the air. "Now
this chap/' he said, "an elderly man with a pasty, clean-
shaven face, was always regarded as a mystery in the
neighbourhood. There was nothing against him. He
always paid his tradesmen's bills. But there it was.

"Just about a year ago I had a telephone message
saying he was ill. I went out there and found he'd got
a growth in the bowel. Even operation couldn't save
him for long, but operation was obviously necessary. I
told him so. D'you know what he said to me?"

"I don't see how I can, really," I replied, reasonably.

"Well," he proceeded, "what he said was, in his
foreign accent, cDo what you like, but I won't have
an anaesthetic.' And I said, 'Damn it all, man, your
heart's all right/ and he replied that his body was his own.
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